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No  pictures  to  scrawl. 

No  writings  on  the  wall. 

No  markings  of  the  year. 

No  seeing  a child's  tear. 

No  help  for  our  loved  ones  lost. 

No  true  assertion  of  all  its  cost. 

No  better  hat  to  wear  around  your  head. 

No  good  book  left  to  read,  no  Jesus  to  a SPED. 

No  understanding,  perceptions  in  a haze. 

No  love  amongst  the  masses,  wisdom  in  a daze. 

No,  maybe  it's  out  catching  some  rays;  who  knows? 

No  life  for  us  all,  feeling  evil's  hierarchical  flair. 

No  p)eace  of  mind,  assaulting  our  wares,  yet, 
everyone  stares;  all  and  anything  goes! 

No  fulfillment,  enlightenment  so  far  out  of  reach. 

No  truth  in  people's  souls,  whaP s left  to  preach. 

No  disease  in  myself,  no  problems  that  1 can  see,  but  1 
never  look  in  the  mirror,  1 worry  too  much,  the  problem 
might  be  you  and  me... 
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Yesterday  another  young  couple  came  looking 
for  lobsters,  ^y  sent  'em  over  from  the  store.  They 
brought  a whole  slew  of  'em  too — just  about  cleaned 
out  the  tank.  Good  kids,  not  like  that  little  bastard 
that  came  over  a few  days  back.  Ray  told  me  he  was 
sorry  about  that.  Said  the  feller  never  came  into  the 
store,  just  yelled  out  from  his  car,  asking  where  he 
could  buy  "native  lobsters."  Ha!  Like  there  was 
some  other  kind.  Ray  said  if  he  hadn't  been  so  damn 
busy  with  Laura  Dodge  and  her  brood  of  kids,  he'd 
of  noticed  that  the  kid  was  liquored  up  and  good  for 
trouble. 

When  the  kid  got  here,  he  stepped  out  and 
looked  around  like  he  smelled  something  bad.  He 
had  a girl  with  him,  cute  little  thing  that  looked  like 
she  was  scared  to  death  of  him.  The  old  woman  took 
the  girl  into  the  bam  to  get  the  lobsters,  and  this 
feller  started  poking  around  like  he  owned  the  place. 
Saw  the  rack  that's  nailed  to  the  barn  door  and 
wanted  to  buy  it.  Told  him  my  boy  shot  that  moose 
when  he  was  fourteen,  and  it  wasn't  for  sale.  He 
asked  if  we  had  any  old  stuff  in  the  house  that  he 
could  look  at.  Told  him  what  was  in  the  house  was 
staying  in  the  house,  I sell  lobsters.  He  got  real  nasty 
then.  By  the  time  the  women  came  out  he  was  using 
language  as  bad  as  I've  ever  heard.  I was  getting 
pretty  mad  myself,  with  him  talking  like  that  with 
women  around.  The  old  woman  put  the  girl  and  her 
lobsters  in  the  car  and  high-tailed  it  into  the  house. 

I told  the  young  feller  to  leave  and  to  stop  acring 
like  a horse's  ass  in  front  of  his  girl.  He  said  he'd 
leave  when  he  felt  like  it,  and  no  fuckin'  old  Indian 
was  going  to  tell  him  when.  Course,  you  know,  the 
old  woman  was  peeking  out  from  somewhere 
watching,  so  I made  a sign  to  her  and  she  let  the 
dogs  out.  He  felt  like  leaving  then,  right  smart!  I felt 
bad  for  the  girl.  She  looked  like  she  had  a bad  time 
coming  later  on. 


Well,  these  kids  that  came  yesterday  were  a few 
cuts  better  company.  They  hung  around  for  a while, 
just  talking.  Nice  kids.  They  was  asking  what  it's 
like  lobstering  and  fishing  for  a living.  1 told  'em 
that's  what  most  folks  around  here  do,  and  it's  what 
my  family  has  done  since  before  white  men  ever 
found  these  shores.  That  and  hunting,  not  much 
farming.  It's  like  most  things,  some  is  good,  some  is 
bad.  Feels  good  being  out  on  a fair  day,  getting  a 
good  haul.  Bad  in  rough  weather  or  when  the  cold 
sets  in.  Bad  when  you  lose  a friend  you've  known  all 
your  life — I told  'em  about  A1  Dodge  going  down 
last  year  in  that  spring  squall.  How  sometimes  you 
bring  up  stuff  besides  the  fish  nets.  The  police  and 
coroner  come,  and  there's  a big  fuss  that  the  whole 
town  talks  about  for  weeks. 

I felt  like  I was  telling  stories  to  my  kids  again, 
like  when  they  were  little.  We  used  to  sit  around 
after  supper,  and  I'd  tell  'em  stories  'till  they  got 
tuckered  and  the  old  woman  carried  'em  off  to  bed. 

Makes  you  feel  old,  don't  it,  to  think  how  the 
time's  rolled  by?  These  winters  get  worse  every 
year.  The  old  won^n  says  we  can  sell  and  move  to 
Florida  anyhme  I want.  She  told  me  she  has  a straw 
hat  and  flowery  shirt  all  ready  for  me  when  I decide. 
I asked  her  if  she  wanted  to  be  married  to  a man 
dressed  like  that.  She  laughed  and  told  me  Tm  the 
same  old  fool  no  matter  what  Tm  wearing. 

Well,  I don't  know  what  I'd  do  with  myself 
down  there  anyway.  Too  many  people  that  you 
don't  know.  I'll  just  keep  on  here  until  I drop,  I 
guess,  or  some  feller  brings  me  up  in  his  net!  HA! 
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I would  come  here  as  a child. 

Not  often,  so  it  was  more  like  a holiday. 

Up  the  winding,  weathered,  and  dusty  path 
Every  turn  brought  me  further  back  in  time. 

The  trees,  the  brave  wooden  soldiers,  ever-vigilant. 
Would  guide  me  along  the  way. 

Never  in  sight  until  the  final  short  bend. 

Kept  hidden  by  the  sloping  green  meadow. 

Suddenly,  it  presented  itself, 

A great  stone  sculpture  designed  for  a king 

Revealed  images  of  medieval  lore 

Real  only  in  the  mind  of  a day-dreaming  child. 

Here  I felt  protected,  safe  within  my  castle  walls. 

As  an  adult  I would  come  more  often 

To  sit  in  the  soft,  thick  grass,  warmed  by  the  sun. 

I would  gaze  out  over  the  valley. 

Oblivious  to  signs  of  a modem  world  beyond. 

Here  the  wounds  of  my  adulthood  would  be  picked 
up  and  carried  off 

Across  the  meadow,  over  the  trees,  up  through  the  hills. 
And  would  be  turned  back  down. 

Landing,  and  then  sinking  into  the  depths  of  the  p>ond  b( 
Rescued,  by  a knight  in  shining  armor. 


I do  not  go  there  anymore. 

There  is  a coldness  I never  felt  before. 

The  trees  remain  but  huddle  quiet  and  afraid. 

The  castle  still  stands,  but  appears  lonely  and  ashamed. 
The  still  green  meadow  feels  bare  and  hard. 

Fairy-tale  images  have  been  supplanted. 

Now,  only  the  thought  of  a long  summer  night 
Ending  in  terror 

For  a child  whose  own  dreams  will  not  be  realized. 
Beneath  the  vile  wind  that  now  blows  through  this  place. 
Only  a whispjer  is  heard  as  it  echoes  off  the  cold,  lifeless 
brick, 

"Where  was  my  knight  in  shining  armor?" 


Q.c4U>. 
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Enamel  nails  of  crimson  red 

clink  lightly  'gainst  her  glass; 

She's  a picture  of  serenity. 

Mommy  takes 

a woman  bom  of  class. 

two  tylenol 

She  fills  the  long-stemmed  crystal  glass 

curls  herself 
up  in  a ball. 

this  time  with  eyes  closed  tight. 

Baby  writes 

She's  protected  by  the  liquor 

with  crayon,  blue 

and  the  darkness  of  the  night. 

upon  the  painted 

A rich  ambrosial  semblance 

walls  anew. 

In  the  background 

warms  her  as  she  sips. 

Oprah  talks 

where  once  the  caustic  taste  of  truth 

from  a 25 

fermented  on  her  lips. 

inch  box. 

She  laughs  out  loud  at  nothing 

Daddy  calls, 
he's  working  late. 

while  she  wipes  away  a tear. 

won't  be  home 

The  champagne  clouds  her  senses 

till  after  eight. 

though  it  does  not  dim  her  fear. 

Mommy  rests 

Her  world  is  in  the  long-stemmed  glass 

her  aching  head. 
Baby  draws 

she  holds  with  slender  hand. 

with  crayon,  red. 

A world  made  pink  and  bubbly 
like  the  one  she's  always  planned. 
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They  relied  on  me,  and  I let  them  down.  I didn't 
want  to:  it  couldn't  be  helped.  It  would've  been 
better  if  I never  started  feeding  the  birds.  Now  they 
depend  on  me,  and  it  makes  me  sick  to  think  that 
I've  betrayed  them.  There's  no  money  for  my  food 
so  how  can  I get  seeds  for  them? 

It  was  so  pleasant  to  watch  them  flutter  around 
the  feeder,  chirping  merrily,  as  I sipped  my  morning 
coffee.  The  Chickadees  showed  up  first,  eight  or  ten 
of  them  just  after  sunrise.  There  was  a flurry  of 
activity  as  they  busily  swooped  in  from  the 
branches,  snatched  a seed,  then  perched  on  the 
railing  to  pjeck  the  shell  open.  Soon  Nuthatches  and 
Gold  Finches  were  taking  their  turns  eagerly  select- 
ing plump  sunflower  seeds  which  seemed  too  large 
for  them  to  manage.  They  worked  very  hard  to 
reach  the  prize  inside  and  nibbled  several  minutes  to 
consume  a single  seed.  The  birds  seemed  so  tiny  and 
frail.  I wonder  at  how  they  survive  the  cold,  snowy 
winters. 


Now  my  insides  are  hollow  and  sour  when  the 
birds  come  only  to  leave  disappointed.  They  look  at 
me  sideways  asking  why  the  feeder  is  empty.  I 
apologize,  but  it  makes  no  sense  to  them.  The 
Chickadees  scrounge  through  the  pile  of  shells  on 
the  ground  looking  for  some  morsel  to  sustain  them. 
Nuthatches  scurry  upside-down  and  sideways  on 
the  pine  tree  probing  with  their  pointed  beaks  for 
insects  hiding  beneath  the  bark.  They're  hungry.  I'm 
hungry. 

No  one  knows  that  sometimes  I have  nothing  to 
eat  but  boiled  macaroni  and  bullion.  No  one  knows 
that  the  only  reason  I have  electricity  is  that  it's 
unlawful  for  them  to  turn  it  off  in  the  winter.  No  one 
knows  that  I don't  go  visiting  often  because  I can't 
afford  the  gasoline.  No  one  knows  how  I live  except, 
pjerhaps,  the  birds. 
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I watch  you 

Through  the  feathered  frost  that  clings 
Thickly  to  the  pane. 

You  walk  that  silly  mutt  until 
Both  of  you  are 

Engulfed  in  sweat-driven  breath-fog. 

You  enter  the  kitchen... 

My  icicle  twins... 

You  with  winter's  stalactites  decorating  your  mustache. 
The  beast  with  ice  parading  from  its  tail. 

And  melt  snow  puddles  on 
The  parched  linoleum. 

You  head  to  the  hearth. 

Shagged  companion  at  your  heels. 

And  proceed  to  conquer  both  ends  of  the  couch. 

Man  and  mongrel. 

Heads  bobbing. 

Eyes  rolling. 

Dozing  toward  oblivion. 

I watch  you, 

sprawled  out  like  the  dog. 

Both  of  you  moving  twitching  leg-arm  motions. 

As  though  you  are  competing  for  the  same  hubcaps. 

1 watch  you. 

And  listening  1 realize  that 

The  dog  snores  louder  than  you  do. 
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The  campus  was  very  old 
and  at  that  chilling  hour, 
people  strolled  through  the  swaying  paths 
under  the  greyed  and  Gothic  trees. 

Stray  sounds — 

protesting  leaves  clawing  the  ground, 
muffled  laughter  around  murky  corners, 
and  distant  droning  footsteps  that 
bounced  from  one 
sad  looking 
brick  laden  building 
to  the  next. 

From  where  1 sat  on  an  ancient  quiet  bench 
the  duck  pond  looked  like  a mirror 
holding  all  splendor  of  shimmering  city  lights 
locked  in  its  dirty  frigid  depths. 

Of  course  city  lights  were  impossible. 

The  grass  and  smell 
like  sleepy,  childish  autumn  nights, 
kept  me  as  far  from  that  type  of  chaos  as  possible. 

But  the  overhead  orange  light 
invaded  the  darkness, 
like  an  idea  can  invade  a tired  mind, 
and  sat  in  the  water  content  in  drowning. 

The  stream  came  from  my  mouth 
the  breeze  came  from  the  season 
and  caused  that  remnant  breath  to  play  in  streaking  patterns 
in  the  shadows  of  rocking  branches. 

You  finally  stumbled  over  the  green  hill. 
Fluorescent  light  bounced  off  the  wet  grass 
and  reflected  strongly  in  your  dark  eyes. 

You  were  arguing  in  Italian 
with  someone  speaking  French. 

When  you  reached  the  bridge  crossing  the  pond 
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you  smiled  and  called  my  name. 

(as  you  knew  it.) 

You  could  really  look  sad  when  you  wanted  to. 
Crossing  that  bridge,  you  looked  tired 
and  worn 

like  an  untended  and  broken  window. 

Your  friend  asked  me  something  in  French. 

I answered  her  in  English 
(she  was  surprised) 

(and  she  went  away  when  I wasn't  watching.) 

When  we  were  finally  alone 
The  darkness  grabbed  hold  and 
wrapped  its  tender,  gentle  fingers 
around  your  submissive  body 
like  hypnotized  snakes  in  a two-bit  sideshow  tent. 

A slow,  winding,  twisting  dark  shifted  and  washed 
over  you,  held  you 
In  my  imagination  and  fantasies. 

There  were  no  stars 

no  music 

no  insanities. 

Just  the  two  of  us  on  a damp  balcony  in  the  middle  of  the  night. 

Now  a year  has  passed  and  1 almost  didn't  notice. 

1 fell  in  love  with  a ghost 
something  intangible  and  beautiful 
— something  sharp  like  jagged  glass 

(or  a razor) 

Nights  have  come  and  ruined  me  without  you 
your  hurt  voice,  nervous  laugh,  a fragile  ageless  sigh. 
Some  things  seem  so  easy 

so  natural. 

Those  things 

(like  you) 

are  the  most  dangerous  of  all. 
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"Excuse  me, 

would  you  like  to  buy  a ticket?" 
this  angel  says  to  me. 

"Yes," 

she  quickly  answers 

when  I ask  if  she  has  change. 

I am  disappointed  as  a single 
falls  on  the  table. 

She  takes  it  and  walks  away. 

I missed  my  chance  to  tell  her... 

I still  need  a change. 


My  smile  has  gone  away, 
faded  like  the  passing 

of  my  twenty-second  year. 
Has  it  been  so  long? 

I hadn't  noticed. 

It  only  hurts  when  someone 
smiles  at  me 
and  I have  nothing 
to  give  back. 
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The  other  life  has  come  and  taken  me, 
to  soar 

on  the  back  of  a summer  wind, 
to  fly — 

pondering  the  tapestry  of  earth, 
and  sea, 

from  the  vantage  of  a vast  and  moving  sky. 

The  silver-bodied  beach  below 
is  jeweled, 

with  shades  of  azure  blue  in  curving 
bands. 

The  waves  come  rolling  in  from  sea 
and  break, 

with  mesmerizing  cadence  on  the  sands. 

Freedom,  in  the  company  of  the  free, 
strong  wind, 

swift  clouds,  and  over  all  of  us, 
the  sun. 

But  time  is  flowing  on,  and  so 
it  creeps 

insidiously,  as  time  has  always  done. 

The  rushing  wind  and  endless  sky 
have  sung 

a siren  song  to  me  that  I 
can  take, 

and  cherish  in  the  reaches  of  my  mind 
when 

shackled  to  the  earth  again,  I wake. 


Etlch- 
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Fragile  flower  that  has  grown  tenderly, 

A gentle  smile  that  is  warm  and  carefree. 

A sensitive  strength  guides  her  along. 

Like  a summer  breeze,  she  whispers  sweet  song. 

Her  eyes  reveal  truth  and  virtues  that  measure, 

A soul  full  of  depth  and  mysterious  treasures. 
Committed  to  trust,  she  is  blind  to  fear. 

She  lives  by  her  own  rules  and  not  by  her  peers'. 

An  infinite  hope  and  the  drive  to  achieve. 

Beautiful  dreams  that  she  dares  to  believe. 

Her  spirit  is  special,  her  difference  is  pure. 

Confidence  allows  her  power  to  endure. 

She  softly  demands  to  be  respected. 

This  she  has  earned,  her  innocence  stands  protected. 
Secretly  she  lives  in  a fairy  tale  land. 

Where  prince  charming  arrives  and  leads  her  off  by  the 

When  magic  was  there,  it  was  time  to  discover. 

She  opened  her  heart  and  gave  herself  to  another. 

She  thought  true  love  must  conquer  all. 

Then  why  were  her  petals  beginning  to  fall? 


White  is  stained  by  swirling  red. 

Sunlight  is  gone,  this  flower  is  dead. 

Shattered  innocence,  she  weeps  and  cries. 

For  it's  so  hard  to  say  goodbye. 

What  was  lost  in  that  moment,  cannot  be  replaced. 
The  mark  of  reality  can  never  be  erased. 

Dreams  destroyed,  true  love  is  left  behind. 

She  longs  for  what  once  existed  in  her  mind. 

Somehow  she  has  changed  inside. 

Her  trust  has  diminished,  along  with  her  pride. 

A new  flower  grows  and  begins  to  unfold, 

A stronger  one  emerges,  to  take  the  place  of  the  old. 


22 


23 


Tu/yCf' 


Is  it  the  challenge  that  we  constantly  seek 
Or  is  it  simply  the  chance  to  succeed 

Is  it  the  spoken  words  we  feel 
Or  is  it  the  meaning  behind  them 

Is  it  the  loss  of  our  dreams  that  pain  us 
Or  is  it  the  loss  of  our  ignorant  bliss 

Is  it  facing  the  realities  that  make  us  grieve 
Or  is  it  the  recognition  of  our  impossible  utopia 

Is  it  accepting  the  death  of  something  once  loved 
Or  is  it  the  pain  of  finally  seeing  it  never  really  existed 

Is  it  the  chains  that  bind  us  we  resent 
Or  is  it  the  keys  we  were  too  afraid  to  use 

Is  this  the  life  we  have  chosen  to  live 

Or  is  it  the  way  the  remains  of  our  follies  have  steered  us 

Is  it  the  unanswered  questions  we  scream  out  at  night 

Or  is  it  the  delayed  apprehension  of  the  answers  we  never  wanted  to  believe 

Is  it  the  food  of  pain  that  feeds  our  hunger 
Or  is  it  the  pain  of  hunger  that  we  feed  upon 
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Have  you  seen  fierce  waves  collide  into  seafoam? 

Have  you  hiked  the  hills  were  the  wild  deer  roam? 

Have  you  been  scared,  but  over  come  a fear  alone? 

Have  you  ever  been  lost  and  followed  a white  light  home? 
Have  you  ever  met  a Prince  and  talked  to  him  like  a man? 
Have  you  ever  wondered  what  lies  beneath  the  sand? 

Have  you  ever  been  so  happy  your  eyes  cried  with  joy? 

Have  you  ever  given  food  to  a poor  hungry  boy? 

Have  you  harbored  any  secrets  from  the  god  you  pray  to? 
Have  you  ever  cried  at  night  because  of  wrongs  done  to  you? 

Are  there  colors  in  black  bird  eyes? 

At  night,  is  there  warmth  were  the  wolf  lies? 

Has  the  sky  ever  been  so  blue? 

When  1 was  not  with  you? 
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bugs,  slugs 

I roam  through  the  city 

things  in  the  wall 

With  no  place  to  go 

keep  them  away 

No  home,  no  food 

i hate  them  all 

My  feet  in  the  snow. 

they  wiggle,  they  fly 

I trudge  up  the  street 

A quarter's  my  plea 

sneak  up  and  sting 

But  fear  and  disgust 

the/ re  quite  unpleasant 

Is  given  to  me. 

these  four  eyed  things 

they  hide  in  the  day 

They  look  at  me  harshly 
For  they  do  not  know 

and  then  at  night 

That  I was  their  neighbor 

out  they  jump 

Not  long  ago 

to  give  me  a fright 

But  now  set  aside 

and  the  places  they  choose 

No  choice  of  my  own 

I wander  the  streets 

to  keep  from  sight 

Past  other  souls'  homes. 

do  nothing  more 
than  add  to  my  plight 

Darkness  and  cold 

hey,  what's  this. 

Consume  my  heart 

In  life  all  around  me 

what's  that  down  there? 

I cannot  take  part 

i just  found  a cockroach 

So  I stumble  along 

in  my  underwear! 

To  a crack  or  a hole 

oh  bugs,  slugs 

Where  I may  find  comfort 
For  body  not  soul. 

things  that  crawl 
you  are  most  devious 
i hate  you  all 

Cf.  C. 

Dedicated  to  the 

Commonwealth  Hotel,  Lawrence,  MA 
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Silence  of  life  less  than  a token 

Hearts  broken  from  words  unspoken 

Sitting  and  waiting  for  more  than  a while 

Children's  love  from  a distance 

Missing  a friendly  face  and  a smile. 

Sandwiches  where  dinner  used  to  be 

Table  empty  where  once  were  three 

Patterned  print 

Pans  and  silverware  coppered  with  rust 

ingrained  timelessly 

Chairs  unmoved  covered  in  dust. 

into  space 

Leaving  nothing  behind 

Holes  in  clothes  where  buttons  should  be 

that  wasn't  there  before 

Wrinkles  in  pants  where  once  was  free 

Taking  only  that 

For  former  friends  and  all  to  see 

which  was  never  taken 

The  man  who  was  father  but  is  now  me. 

Creation  and  destruction 
so  surreal 

Entering  a room  of  people  like  me 

their  existence 

Hands  held  out  welcoming  thee 

can  only  be 

Words  sp>oken  from  women  and  men 

brought  into  being 

Encouraging  us  to  life  from  where  we've  been 

by  spiraling  energy 

Young  and  old  people  just  like  me 

The  source  and  end  all 

Will  now  become  my  family  tree. 

Laughing  in  the  face 
of  eternity 

Crying  in  the  face 

of  nothingness 

Rage  so  chaotic 
a peaceful  bliss 
it  will  be 

I dreamt  of  you  again  last  night, 

I couldn't  see  your  face. 

It's  been  three  months  or  maybe  more 
Since  our  last  embrace. 

I've  dreamt  of  you  before,  my  love. 

Your  image  was  much  clearer. 

1 wish  I could  go  back  in  time. 

To  when  your  soul  was  nearer. 

My  memories  of  you  are  fading  fast. 
And  it  breaks  my  heart  in  two. 

I'm  losing  something  precious. 

And  there's  nothing  I can  do. 

I want  to  scream,  I want  to  shout. 

This  feels  so  very  wrong. 

Is  it  true  that  that  which  does  not  kill  us. 
Really  makes  us  strong? 


Because  strength  is  something  that  I fear. 
I'm  not  sure  what  it  means. 

Is  it  just  the  act  of  letting  go. 

Or  something  in  between? 

There  must  be  a way  of  holding  on 
To  the  beauty  of  days  gone  by. 

Without  sacrificing  the  future. 

By  living  in  a lie. 

The  truth  is  never  obvious. 

Until  it  slaps  you  in  the  face. 

When  you  lose  a friend  and  lover. 

You  know  you  can't  replace. 

Not  with  words  and  not  with  dreams. 

No  matter  what  you  try. 

Once  they're  gone,  they're  gone  for  good. 
It's  hard  to  say  goodbye. 
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How  worthless 
can  someone  feel 
and  still  hold  on 
to  the  very  threads 
of  life 

they  want  to  let  go  of? 
How  many  hurts 
can  one  person  take, 
before  they're  "justified" 
to  make  it  all  go  away? 
Whose  fault  would  it  be 
if  I said  "Goodbye"? 

It's  my  choice, 
my  life... 
or  death. 

But  why  would  I, 
why  should  I, 
how  could  I 

be  allowed  to  feel  this  way 
for  so  long?! 

And  just  when  it  all  seems 
like  it's  gonna  be  okay, 
it  falls... 
like  an  anvil... 
on  me. 


All  the  logic  and  reasoning 

in  the  world 

is  completely  useless 

if  you  know  what  will  make  you  happy, 

but  you  can't  take  hold  of  it 

because  you  can't  let  go  of 

what  makes  you  sad. 
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I found  an  old  box  while 
cleaning  out  my  attic,  and 
my  life.  It  was  sad. 

A tear  trickled  down  my  cheek 
and  into  a sheet  of  paper — 
the  ink  ran,  and  I laughed. 

(I  didn't  want  to  read  it.) 

Memories,  stored  away,  only  to 
remind  you  of  times  you 
don't  want  to  remember. 

The  papers  and  pictures  were 
cold,  like  your  heart,  and 
mine.  They  had  sat  alone  in 
the  dark,  too  long.  Like  us? 

Why  do  we  need  reality  and 
past  times  to  creep  up  on  us? 
Why  feel  pain  and  betrayal 
all  over  again?  As  if  it  were 
fresh? 

It's  not  fair. 


It  was  then  I decided  to  let  go. 

I lit  the  box  on  fire,  and 
stood  beside,  soaking  up 
all  of  its  warmth,  and  it  was 
comforting. 

Soon  after,  only  ashes  sat  to 
remain,  and  I was  left  cold 
again,  wondering  what  I had  done. 

I'll  never  know.  The  box  is  gone. 

The  memories  have  faded. 

My  heart  remains  cold  and  dark, 
as  I sit  alone  in  my  attic, 
and  my  life. 

C.  M. 
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When  I came  home  from  school 
I was  feeling  like  a fool 
I said,  "Ma,  I love  you 
So  please  tell  me  what  to  do. 

I had  myself  a thrill 
But  I didn't  take  my  pill 
What  I'm  trying  to  say 
Is  I'm  in  the  family  way." 

My  mother  grabbed  my  face 
And  said,  "There  is  this  place 
And  they  can  help,  you  know." 
But  I don't  want  to  go. 

I got  all  choked  up  inside. 

I said,  "Ma,  I've  got  my  pride. 

I know  I was  a fool 
But  what  am  I gonna  do?" 

Should  I have  my  baby? 

Even  though  I'm  not  in  love? 
Should  I leave  the  answer 
To  the  Lord  above? 

Lord,  please  tell  me  what  to  do. 
Should  I leave  it  up  to  you? 

What  I'm  really  trying  to  say 
Is  whose  choice  is  it  anyway? 

Is  it  pro  choice?  Or  no  choice? 
The  g;uy's  choice?  Or  my  choice? 
What  I'm  really  trying  to  say 
Is  whose  choice  is  it  anyway? 

Whose  choice  is  it  anyway? 
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Since  those  fleeting  first  forget-me-nots, 
this  heart  has  since  then  upped  and  forgot 
those  pressures  of  first  kissing  those  kiss-me-firsts 
that  have  since  unkissed  my  kissing  thirst. 

Untogethemess  starts  with  upping  my  down 
and  second  it  seems  is  to  lower  my  high. 

So  unkissing  beside  you,  while  nursing  a frown, 

I cough  up  my  heart  as  I lend  you  an  eye. 


Not  it  U 

Dot,  line,  bigger  line 
String  me  and  I'll  form 
Cut  me  and  I'll  spit 
You  don't  even  know 
what  to  call  me. 

Advantages  are  petty 
But  invasion  is  skill 
And  only  a whole  in  the  planet 
will  take  it  in  an  instance. 

The  letter  is  not  for  you. 

It  lied  when  it  said  your  name. 

It  just  wanted  you  to  open  it 
because  it  felt  good. 
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